126                 LETTERS TO AN UNKNOWN

prison a woman who was cutting off the
heads of the soldiers with her kitchen knife
and a man whose arms were red with blood
from having washed them in wounds.

CXXVII.

PARIS, July 2, 1848.

I HAVE great need of seeing you in order
to make up for the sad scenes of last week.
Paris is, and shall be, quiet for a long time.
I do not think that the social war is at an
end; but a new battle as frightful seems to
me to be impossible. An infinity of circum-
stances, which may not occur again, led to
it. When you return you shall not find the
hideous traces which your imagination prob-
ably represents to you. What Paris lacks
the most is you. I am thinking of you in-
cessantly. I was thinking of you while I
looked at the deserted houses and the
battle.

CXXVIII.

PARIS, July 9, 1848.

You are like Antaeus, who regained
strength as soon as he touched the soil., "Nothing was
